I am sure none excell, even by the judgement of France
and Italy> who are very sparing in the commendation of
strangers, in regard of that conceipt they hold of them-
selves. His Cantiones Sacrae, as also his Gradually are
meere Angelicall and Divine; and being of himselfe
naturally disposed to Gravity and Piety, his veine is not
so much for light Madrigals or Canzonets, yet his FzV-
ginellae and some others in his first Set, cannot be mended
by the best Italian of them all.

HENRY PEACHAM
(from The Compleat Gentleman}

THE LUTE-PLAYER
. . . His hands sprightly as fire he flings,
And with a quavering coyness tastes the strings.
The sweet-lipp'd sisters, musically frighted,
Singing their fears, are fearfully delighted,
Trembling as when Apollo's golden hairs
Are fann'd and frizzled in the wanton airs
Of his own breath, which married to his lyre
Doth tune the spheres, and make Heaven's self look
higher.
From this to that, from that to this he flies,
Feels Music's pulse in all her arteries ;
Caught in a net which there Apollo spreads,
His fingers struggle with the vocal threads.
Following those little rills, he sinks into
A sea of Helicon; his hand does go
Those paths of sweetness which with nectar drop.,
Softer than that which pants in Hebe's cup.
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